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	Respond in Kind

**A/N It has been awhile. This is a one shot based on spoilers and speculation for the end of season 5. I love watching Regina and Zelena's relationship evolving.**

**Lines from 3x12 and 5x19.**

Respond in Kind

That dull red light was gone. The one that wasn't quite day, yet wasn't quite night either. It held the promise of both, while never eventuating into one or the other.

Yes, the real Storybrooke was back. The Underworld was in its rightful place.

All was as it should be.

Except Zelena didn't know what that meant. Not anymore.

She had known her mother for precious few hours only to be separated from her again. Heard the words she had so longed to hear uttered from her lips, then watched her cross the bridge into eternity.

All was as it should be.

She had watched the father of her child die. Watched her sister on her knees in the dirt and dust cradle him in wordless agony, her dark hair curtaining her face, hiding her pain from the small group gathered there.

All was as it should be.

And she had stood at the edge of the dark river as her love had drifted further away.

How could she redeem someone who didn't want to be redeemed? What business had she had trying in the first place? She herself was on somewhat shaky ground when it came to choosing the right path. The…good…path. Whatever the hell that meant. But, it had become painfully clear that she and Hades were on different paths, paths that were slowly, slowly diverging, moving in completely different directions. Hades had become increasingly hysterical toward the end, immune and unmoved by her desperate words, answering with frantic words of his own.

_If you're not with me, you're against me!_

The choice, in the end, painful as it was, had not been the gut-wrenching dilemma Zelena had thought it would be.

_If you leave with those do-gooders, there will never be a future for us! Zelena….Zelena…_

She wiped impatiently at the wetness under her eye, returning her hand to the table at which she sat. She hurt. Oh, how she hurt. But, even in that, she knew it wasn't the end. She would get up again and keep going. She'd actually survived far worse.

Her eyes drifted to the kitchen window. A moment such as this reminded her how far the farmhouse was from town. From anyone.

When it was this quiet, she usually did something. Something that would take her mind off her own pain and make the rest of the world shriek and moan instead. Anything to drown out the silence.

_Zelena, please come with us. You're all I have left…_

There had been a time when seeing Regina cry would have been but one small step on a road to her complete victory over her younger sister. She would have snarled and sneered and laughed at how pitiful the daughter Cora had chosen really was.

And then she would have crushed her to pieces.

_Zelena, please…_

The realisation had come upon her then.

That there was nothing in the Underworld that hadn't made Regina cry.

It was an odd, uninvited thought that had penetrated to the deepest part of her own dark heart. Was it the thought of an older sister? Was this what older sisters did-notice the things that made their little sisters cry and feel an instinctive need to do something about it? Could she really go from wanting to kill Regina to wanting her to stop crying?

There had been so much.

Regina's reunion with her parents. Followed by a tearful goodbye. The newfound knowledge that the two of them had, at one moment in time, known one another, had been sisters together. Regina's eyes had opened with the same tears her younger self had shed. And finally, holding Robin as he took his last breaths.

She'd hurt Regina in many ways. Lots of little victories that had caused her to smile at random moments. And larger victories that had made her laugh out loud in twisted delight.

Until they hadn't. Until the smiles had become habitual and brief and the laughter had died away.

There was no victory in seeing Regina broken.

She didn't care a jot about the others. Snow, Emma, dull as dishwater David. She wasn't going to harm them, though there were times she wanted to smack the insipidness right out of them. She had very little interest in any of them.

But, there was a cold, hard stone taking up space in her chest and its name was Regina.

In the end, there had been little question of her following her sister back up into the world again. Regina had barely said anything other than a plaintive _please _and she'd dropped everything. Now that Cora had given them back their memories of each other, she could see the same fearful longing in Regina's face as she had that day as their hands had reached for each other.

She didn't know what was happening or how it had happened. Somewhere between _You weren't even going to say hello first? _and _Zelena, please, _something about her plan had gone terribly awry.

Her plan had become a person.

Her contempt had become…understanding.

She had wanted a family without Regina and now her only family _was_ Regina.

And Zelena wanted to grasp hold of it so tightly it scared her to death.

It was the crunch of gravel that drew her from her thoughts. She stood, her eyes narrowing, and faced the door. She'd had visitors before, none of them welcome. Rounding the table, she made her way slowly and quietly toward the front door, finally grasping the old metal knob.

She opened the door and looked out towards the long driveway.

She recognised the black Mercedes immediately and opened the door wider, stepping onto the porch. Regina was bent over something in the back seat and when she finally emerged…

Zelena's heart began hammering in her chest as Regina swung her hip against the car door, shutting it firmly and began walking towards the house. She was wearing dark glasses and walking with her usual confident stride, which gave the appearance that all was fine.

But, it couldn't possibly be.

Regina stopped at the bottom step, looking up at her. The infant in her arms was curled into her chest, sound asleep.

Zelena swallowed and turned her attention to her sister.

"If we're going to talk, you need to take off those glasses," she said.

Regina shook her head.

"I'm not here for a sisterly chat," she replied and her voice instantly gave her away.

Low. Quiet. Hoarse.

Heartbreak. Pain.

Zelena tilted her head slightly to the side. Even now, the world was still making her sister cry.

"Then why are you here?"

Regina climbed the steps up onto the porch, careful not to jostle the child too much. They stood face to face for a long moment.

"I've brought her back. I kept my word to protect her and now I'm bringing her back."

It was hope. It was dreams. It was possibility. Everything she'd never had.

But, Regina still hadn't removed her glasses.

And then Zelena realised it wasn't about the child at all. This unceremonious return, as if Regina had borrowed a book of spells or a cup of sugar or a casserole dish.

If there was one thing Zelena knew, it was how to push the world away when it hurt.

"Take off your glasses," she said again.

Regina stepped forward, cradling her niece's head and held her out.

"Take her," she whispered.

It was fear. It was ineptitude. It was nightmares. Everything she'd always lived with. Everything she'd never admitted.

"You think I'm ready?" she asked as she gathered her daughter in her arms. Desperate for approval as always. She could hear it in her own voice.

Regina stroked the girl's head once before allowing her arm to drop to her side.

"You'll be fine," she replied, her voice empty as she stared past the house at unseen things.

_You won't admit to being afraid, so stop being afraid_, Zelena snapped at herself.

"Will you wait? I just want to lay her down. Just…wait." She backed towards the door, willing Regina to stay where she was, willing herself not to back down. She walked quickly through the dark house to the room she had set up as a nursery. There would be time later. Time to stay up at all hours, watching this sleeping treasure breathe in and out, perfectly innocent and untainted. Yes, there would be time.

She had no idea how much time she would get with her sister. And as she pushed the door and stepped outside again, she threw caution to the wind. She took the 5 steps between them and reached up…

Regina caught her by the wrist, her grip like steel.

"Don't," she warned.

Zelena reached up with her other hand, wrapping it around the hand Regina had wrapped around her and entangling their fingers. She had no idea what she was doing, no idea what her objective was save getting those wretched glasses off her sister's face.

"If you're going to abandon us, at least do it eye to eye," she snapped. "Don't hide behind a bit of black plastic as if you cared nothing for us." She squeezed her sister's fingers hard. "I'm afraid the cat's already out of the bag on that one."

It was too harsh. Her grip was harsh, her voice was harsh. It wasn't what she'd meant at all. She just wanted the glasses off. And she wanted Regina to spit something back at her. That was their thing, the back and forth.

But, now she could see something else. She could see herself in her mind's eye, in her memory, screaming for Regina, her frightened little sister, reaching with outstretched fingers to stop the world from pulling them apart.

Horrified, Zelena felt tears rapidly filling her eyes. And Regina's words, spoken barely days ago, echoed in her head.

_It's ok. It's ok._

She didn't know what was happening or how it had happened. She'd wanted Regina erased from existence. Now, she didn't want to take a step without her.

Zelena felt her fingers tremble as she moved her hand forward, out of Regina's grasp and gingerly took hold of the glasses. Regina's lower lip quivered once and she pressed both lips together as the glasses were drawn away from her tired, red eyes.

Zelena gave her a watery smile.

"If you tell anyone I said this, I'll deny it to my dying breath," she whispered. "But, I don't think I can do this without you."

She heard and felt the shuddering breath Regina drew in and stepped even closer, daring to draw one finger under her sister's eye and wipe at the wetness gathering there.

"It's ok," she echoed and squeezed their hands tightly together. "It's ok."


End file.
